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The bold Kouliſtan. 
. "Bag ME all you ſtout 8 fo ſtout and s . 
Free, 


That ventures your | ives upon the ſalt ſeas. - :- 
There's brave Captain Barker to the Weſt-Indies | 

. | 
40 adieu to old England and fair Phmouth-found 


The firſt place we made was call'd Madiera, 
where we got good plenty of Wine and beer, 
But if we drink tov much Boys twill puddle 

115 our Wits, ; 
ſo adieu to Madiera, we're bound to Sf. Kits. 


: But when we came to |, Kits boys, no dern 
could we hear. . 
T he French dogs was flown, but the devilknaws 
. 
Our ſhip met a floop as ſhe paſſed by 
And told us the news where the F rench Dos 
. l did ly. - 
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Then up flats the Koulikan with his dark light 
We boarded the French Admiral and burnt him 

| Wo 
We burnt the French Adi 8 nine 4 


And that was ſufficient w pull d. down their pride 


- Then Rroadfide for Hronlds our ſhot we 
por the f pace of four Heurt, who can thi en W 
- Had the Fate but laſted while our 


did roar 


6 


W bad funk all theſe French Men by their 
own ſhore. 
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